AMRJTSAR	133
the waist with a brown coat of clotted clay veined
like crackle-ware, their small limbs glistening with
liquid mud.
At the far end of a street a clock-tower like a
churchless belfry confronted with its gawky grace-
lessness a monstrous white statue : Queen Victoria
many times life-size. Here we alighted from the
tonga, to sink at once ankle-deep into the mud.
From this point on cigarettes were taboo ; accord-
ing to the guide we were quite near the Golden
Temple. But all I saw in front was a vast square of
low houses, enclosing so far as I could make out
an empty space. We climbed on to what seemed
to be the roof of one of the houses and I caught a
glimpse of golden domes ; but forthwith we were
bidden to sit down and take off our shoes. I was
prepared for this emergency and had bought two
pairs of socks (at 4^. a pah*). Hastily I slipped
the socks on and moved towards a porch opening on
to a shallow flight of steps. A Sikh caretaker
blocked the entrance with his extended arms.
" Cigarette, Sahib. If the Sahib has cigarettes,
please to leave them here."
I tendered my cigarette-case to the Sikh, who
recoiled precipitately.
" Put it on the ground, Sahib."
To the renewed horror of the caretaker I made as
if to slip my cigarette-case under the little hut in
which he lived.
" No, no I   Not there ! "
Finally I left my cigarettes on a little mound of
earth that seemed slightly dryer than the mud-pats
round it. Shoeless, tobaccoless, we now passed
muster and were permitted to descend the steps.
Before us lay a huge square tank, each side of
which seemed at least a hundred yards long and

